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Born 1820 
— Still going strong. 
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Colonel Fox-Hunter : “ How ARE YOU GETTING ON WITH THAT NEW NEIGHBOUR OF YOURS?” 


‘ 
ee ry 
M.F.Hzs: ‘On, SPLENDIDLY! HE Is A MAN OF TASTE.” 
Colonel Fox-Hunter (surprised): ** WHat! Has HE YOUR PASSION FOR ANTIQUES?” 


( 





M.F.H.:(with finality)? “He nas. He stocks ‘JoHNNizE Wacker’ Rep LaBeL IN THE NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLE.” 


All the experience of unbroken family management since 1820 is inside every “ Johnnie Walker” 
non-refillable bottle. 


Our policy of liberal anticipation will continue to guarantee the maintenance of “ Johnnie Walker” 
quality regardless of increased sales. Every drop of Red Label in a non-refillable bottle is 


over 10 years old. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrtp., Wuisky DisTILLers, KILMARNOCK, ScoTLanpb. 
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The Holiday Spirit as Kvidenced in Puck’s Mail Bag 


A few weeks ago, Puck poked some 
well-intentioned fun at his most puis- 


sant majesty, William Hohenzollern, 


for excusing the artists of the Father- 
land from military service. Our levity 
cost us $5.00: 
Cievetanp, O. 
Dear Sirs: 

For the enclosed jeering editorial — 
I will certainly refrain from renewing 
my subscription. Perhaps you’ve re- 
ceived such messages before. Not long 
ago we heard Kreisler in Cleveland and 
gave thanks that he had not been im- 
pressed into the military service. I feel 
extremely bitter towdrds Kaiser Bill 
because he DID NOT PREVENT the 
war—but you are so small that when 
he has done something good, for which 
his bitterest enemies should be grateful, 
you cannot bring yourselves to ac- 
-knowledge it. Shame on you. 

Sincerely, 
A. F. Scrroeper. 

P. S.—Extraordinary talents like 
those of Kreisler and Paderewski be- 
long to the people of the world. You’ve 
got enough sense—so the reason does 
not have to be explained to you. 

Your common sense, however, seems 
to be warped by HATE. Therefore 
you do not deserve support. I don’t 
hate YOU for what you have expressed. 





C. B. Holding, of Toledo, Ohio, is 
holding forth: 

Personal liberty is the most glaring 
expression of an untruth. There is no 
such thing as personal liberty anywhere 
on earth and never was—not even 
Adam possessed it. The Declaration 
of Independence never proclaimed it, 
much less ever guaranteed it, or se- 
cured it. You know that as well as any 
one. If you didn’t know it you would 
learn it the first time you attempted 
to speed past the officer on Fifth Ave- 
nue. You would get another lesson 
when you tried to sell tainted meat. 
You are too refined a gentleman to 
try that, I am sure! But in the name 
of goodness why do you sell tainted 
news? 

Shades of G. Washington! The 
Continentals froze at Valley Forge in 
vain, and the Declaration of Independ- 
ence is only a “ scrap of paper.” 

To Puck’s meek suggestion that the 
earnest little band of grape-juicers in 
Ohio ought to take up arms now 
against checkers, the wooing of Milady 
Nicotine and random indulgence in os- 
culatory delights, Mr. Holding cries, in 
red ink: 

They will enter THAT field when 
smoking makes a brute of a human be- 
ing as does alcohol; 

Or checkers makes a father steal his 
baby’s shoes to buy a checker-board as 
desire for rum has done to my personal 
knowledge; 

Or kissing has made a man reel and 
fall in the gutter and stay there. 
Ohioans seem to take their pleasures 

almightily to heart. 








NATHAN STRAUS, JR, PRESIDI 
« tage 
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Some day, Pucx’s friends and those 
who look at the little imp through 
lorgnettes of disapproval, are coming 
to grips along a battle front that will 
put Europe’s trench-line to shame. 


Bayswe, L. I. 
Dear Puck: 

Better every week! 

Your increasing brilliancy rolls up 
with each number like compound in- 
terest and gives us almost as much 
pleasure. 

Don’t let the sainted 
thous” sidetrack you. 


“ holier-than- 


M. H. C. 


CenrTraria, In. 
Goop Otp Puck: 

Go to it! Prudery, snobbery, smug- 
ery — these three offer an ever-present 
target for the “75 m.m.” of satire. 
You’re putting more ginger into living 
and thus rendering a distinct service to 
us poor mortals who exist for six days 
that we may live the seventh with 
thee, Puck! 

Diixs Moroan. 


Wasuinoton, D. C. 
Dear Puck: 

The money I used to send abroad for 
La Vie Parisienne I now keep in circu- 
lation at home by buying Pucx at the 
corner newsstand. 

I appreciate the saving in the price 
quite as keenly as I appreciate the ad- 
dition of pep from the American view- 
point — which is saying much. 

Westey Locker. 


Perhaps you, too, have been looking 
far afield for good color, in spite of the 
fact that right here at home Puck has 
been producing color pages that are 
eagerly purchased by foreign periodi- 
cals for republication in Europe. 
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Satem, Wis. 

Sm: I received your circular letter 
dated November 8, and 1 am going to 
answer it for a reason which will be 
clear to you after you have perused this 
letter. 

You say you are surprised that I have 
not renewed my _ subscription — and 
since you have reminded me several 
times that my subscription was about 
to expire, and again that it had ex- 
plained, the obvious deduction is that 
Why not? I will tell 
you: Because I am a German (not one 


I do not want it. 


of those poor hyphenated things that 
receive so much abuse in newspapers 
and periodicals, but the “real thing,” 
as you say in this country) — and for 
that reason I do not see why I should 
spend Five nice Dollars in order to 
see my country (to which I owe grati- 
tude — the same as you owe to Amer- 
ica) slandered and picked at every 
week at 10 cents a throw. If you were 
in my position, you would act exactly 
the same, I am sure. Of course, all 
these statements are not directed at you, 
but at the Puck Corporation — and if 
the “ Powers that be” in that corpora- 
tion would look up my letter with which 
I sent my subscription in the first place, 
they will find that I sent it because I 
thought Puck was neutral. It is not; 
so I withdraw my support. I, as a little 
unit, probably do not amount to much — 
I realize that — but, of course, I am not 
alone. Also, I have a very large circle 
of acquaintances; we entertain at a 
large scale at our country-home here, 
and Puck was seen and noticed a great 
deal. It will now disappear from my 
library-table—on account of the ar- 
ticle re “Miss Cavell.” This woman 
was a convicted spy—a spy above 
everything else — self-confessed and 
ready and willing to take the conse- 
quences for her acts; that she also 
nursed, was an incident; she was well 
paid for nursing — and it certainly does 
not behoove the press of this country to 
write the way they do. Mrs. Surratt 
was not self-confessed —she pleaded 
ignorance — and yet she was hung! Or 
did the Puck Corporation not know 
this? And if so, why this talk? And 
why in the name of everything does a 
magazine like Puck take sides? Why 
not neutral? Why not stick to Suffrage 
and other questions? Why pick at Ger- 
many —and, in addition, heap abuse 
upon people that can see two sides of a 
question, and are therefore “hyphen- 
ated?” “But what's the use? Anyhow, 
you know now my reason why I don’t 
subscribe to Pucx; that’s wha: I set 
out to do with “the customary German 
efficiency.” 
Yours truly, 
Mrs. Anna Krause. 


So we've been “ picking at” the Fa- 
therland. While the office boy whistles 
“You Gotter Quit Kickin’ My Dawg 
Aroun’ ” 
another friend’s card from 
scription file. 


bendi! 


we turn sorrowfully to take 
the 
Sic transit gloria scri- 


sub- 
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experimental! 





An experimental subscription is like 
‘a courtship. It may end in only a 
summer flirtation. It depends largely 
on the man or woman, and more on 


the magazine. 
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_ _ If youare not a clear thinker, don’t take an 
experimental subscription for THE. NATION. 
If you do want the best and latest thoughts on 
literature, art, science and politics, an experi- 





TT 


¥ 


te, mental subscription will lead to a permanent 














Tc ccc ec Hee cece 





E . \ alliance with America’ tical 

B ,. alliance wit mericas greatest critica 

F \ weekly revi 4.00 

z % weekly review. /0c a copy. $4.00 a year. 

= $1.00 Gw 

= enclosed. w 

= My, 

— Send THE NATION %, 

ee \ THE NATION, 

= subscription to w 

= Ww 20 Vesey Street, New York City 

= , Clip this coupon and send with $1.00 for an 

= we, experimental subscription of four months. 

2 Address, THE NATION, %, | 

= 20 Vesey St., New York City w pa meenerie e S : 
al 00000000000 QL 





When writing to advertisers, please mention Puck 


4 












































w 
ld HEATH 
ROBINSON 
2 
% - ¢ ] 
Drawn for Puce by Heath Rubinson of London Copyright in the U. 8. A. by Pucks Pub. Corporation 


MAGNETIC BAYONET-CURLER 
Showing in Practical Operation the First of a Series of War Devices Which Mr. Heath Robinson Has 





ZZ Offered Gratis to the British Government _ 
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From a Republican ‘standpoint, for 
an American industry to be prosperous 
without war orders is rank ingratitude 
to the Grand Old Party. 





If Congress must have its Pork, 
perhaps it might magnanimously con- 
sent to get along for a while on the 
“ cheaper cuts.” 





‘ 


Henry Ford speaks of it as a “ cru- 
sade.” Henry should speak further 
and state whether he would go down in 
history as Henry the Hermit or as 
Henry Ceeur de Lion. 





One cannot shut his eyes to the fact 
many persons are doing work for the 
Red Cross whose proper place is the 
fighting ranks.—The Earl of Derby. 
Precisely so. Many persons are try- 

ing to save life who might be better 
employed in destroying it. 





When the Kaiser met the Emperor 
of Austria at Vienna, press dispatches 
state that “the monarchs could hardly 
master their emotions.” Monarchs 
should be better trained. They should 
take lessons from their subjects. The 
humble peasant who tears himself away 
from wife and children and fights his 
Monarch’s battles learns to master his 
emotions. And his job is to be killed, 
while all the Kaiser and Franz Joseph 
had to do was to hug each other. 





Let us realize that the words of the 
weakling and the coward, of the paci- 
fist and the poltroon, are worthless to 
stop wrongdoing.—The Colonel. , 
What! Are not the “craven” and 

the “mollycoddle” entitled to their 
usual dishonorable mention? 





A SIPHONATED AMERICAN 
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If it be true that we have more in- 


sane péople than formerly, cheer up! 
Think how many more we would have 
if people were padded-celled for “ tem- 
perament.” 





“ 


When he was asked last night about 
the report that he intended to resign, 
Judge McCall said: “ Bosh.” 
—Public Service item. 
An odd coincidence. Friend Adam 
made the self-same remark just prior 
to catapulting out of Eden. 





The most noted pacifist among auto- 
mobile makers must not be mistaken for 
the author of the song: “ I Don’t Know 
Where I’m Going, But I’m on My 
Way.” 





The faculty of the University of 
Utah has barred all advertisements of 
tobacco from the student publication. 
Evidently these saintly educators can 
blink at the perpetuation of bigamy, 
but not at the possession of a pipe. 
When the State of Utah, in any of its 
departments, points the finger of scorn 
at any petty vice, the very gods above 
must hold their sides in laughter. 
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Drawn by H. J. Westerman 


THE LATEST RECRUIT 


If Turkey comes up to expectations 
in relieving Germany’s food shortage, 
we may expect to hear soon of the 
Golden Horn-of-Plenty. 





If two men are in love with the same 
girl and only one can marry her, there 
must be a decision one way or the other. 
Arbitration couldn’t help in such a case. 

—Professor Hugo Miinsterberg. 
Obviously not. The “ Kultured” 
way of settling the matter would be the 
cave-man method. Or, in_ specific 
terms, fists and flint-axes. 





The latest in Austria is an order to 
search the cemeteries for the copper 
fittings of coffins. War, having robbed 
the cradle, now makes a complete job 
of it by robbing the grave. 





Lady Eglantine, the $100,000 prize 
hen, will come to this city from Phila- 
delphia in a Pullman section specially 
reserved for her.—Poultry item. 

When the porter brushes off her 
feathers, Lady Eglantine will come 
across with a strictly fresh egg. 





Col. Jacob Ruppert seeks to elevate 
the tone of the liquor trade. How 
would it do to hold Beer Dansants? 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses by DANA BURNET 


Sir Henry Ford, whose soul is bored, 
With all his golden laurels, 
Has formed f. g.,* an Argosy 
To quiet Europe’s quarrels. 
As Commodore he’|l end the war 
With well-directed censure, 
Then let us quaff 
A mild carafe 
To Henry and his venture. 


His ship will shave the ocean wave 
As light as any feather. 
For who would dare—with Henry 
there — 
To tamper with the weather? 
A turtle-dove shall flit above 
His vessel’s mizzen spanker ; 
His mast will be 
An olive tree — 
And love will lift the anchor. 


From Washington there comes a sound 
Of loudly banging gavels. 
The Lib’ty Bell is looking well 
Despite its recent travels. 
The Colonel took his pen in fist 
To catechize and scold us. 
The fashion show 
Was comme il faut, 
At least, so someone told us. 


* Free gratis. 





F Week 








The Russian Line is now a sign 
Of winter's super toilette. 
We hope Von Hindenburg and Sons 
Will not conspire to spoil it. 
The leather frock is said to be 
A splendid thing for skating. 
The Teuton Plots 
Are warm in spots, 
And Greece is still debating. 
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Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


The Military Swagger Stick 
Is coming into favor. 
Twill lend to our preparedness 
A certain social flavor. 
The goldfish has a gilded soul 
Which makes it proud and haughty— 
These nature notes 
Should be in quotes, 
And aren’t the sex plays naughty ? 


The German ladies still prefer 
The latest French creations — 
Which proves that chiffons are above 
The well-known hate of nations. 
Bald headed men are always sane — 
We read it in the papers, 
The Peace Folk wear 
A lot of hair — 
And Kitchin’s words are vapors. 


*Tis said a fan will snare a man 
When other arts have faltered. 
Just wave it slowly to and fro 
And — snip! — the swain is haltered. 
Sir Woodrow wrote his yearly theme 
On bellicose devices — 
Carnegie’s wealth 
Is low in health, 
And nature served her ices. 












































DEPENDS ON THE POINT OF VIEW 
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Drawn by Nelson Greene 


The street as the pedestrian sees it 
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* What Fools These Mortals Be” 
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At It Again! 


ENRY FORD, an automobile manufacturer 

of Detroit, Mich., is going to stop the war 

in Europe. As we go to press, he has chartered 

an ocean liner, which he proposes to load to the 

gunwales with pacifists, and at their head, storm 

the neutral capitals of the Old Wor'd, demanding 
a cessation of hostilities. Says Henry: 


‘We'll get the boys out of the trenches and back to 
their homes by Christmas Day.” 


Why “the boys” ? Why not “my boys” ? 
Back in Detroit it’s always “my boys.” Chad- 
band would have said “‘ my boys.” Billy Sunday 
—an ideal first-mate for Henry’s Argosy — would 
pound a table leg to pulp shrieking “ my boys.” 
Why should the benevolent paternalism of Henry 
shrink at the possessive pronoun? 

But how is Henry to get these boys of his out 
of the trenches by Christmas Day? Messrs. 
Romanoff, Guelph & Hohenzollern have some- 
thing to say about the working hours of their 
help. Henry cannot blow a factory whistle and 
have ten million men walk out to lunch. 

Stagger them with wealth? Perhaps. The 
traffic cop in front of the Ponchatrain is staggered 
by wealth every noon, so why shouldn’t Von 
Hindenburg order his army back to its vine-clad 
cottages and Ford cars, stung to remorse by the 
wind-jamming of Henry and his band of pacifists ? 


GOMEBODY is spoofing Henry. We wish he 
would stop ordering the crowned heads of 
Europe around long enough to realize the heavy 
responsibility that rests upon him here at home. 

Life, limb and the pursuit of happiness are 
daily becoming matters of fleeting possession, by 
reason of a constantly growing plague of four- 
wheeled pests, ninety per cent of which are in 
the hands of incompetents who have neither 
sufficient judgment nor skill to be trusted with 
a piece of mechanism of even the potential power 
of a Ford car. 

The erstwhile road-hog with sixty horse-power 
under his hood now sneaks along unfrequented 
byways praying to Providence that no side- 
swiping Ford will swoop upon him and scratch 
his paint. A holiday motor parade is incom- 
plete without its Ford, tearing willy-nilly through 
space, driver in shirt-sleeves and smoking a corn- 
cob pipe, utterly oblivious to the courtesies of 
the road, much less the purely legal restrictions 
placed upon motoring. 





Henry Ford says he will give $10,000,000 to 
secure peace, Let him spend some of it at home. 
A tiny fraction of this sum, spent in instructing 
the drivers of his cars in a proper observance of 
the rules of the highway, will insure to the humble 
pedestrian and the great body of motorists a last- 
ing surcease of the wreck and ruin that follows in 
the wake of some hundreds of thousands of these 
pesky little nuisances. 


A Word to Honkers 


“/ (HE foot that rocks the throttle, rules the 
world,” is, we believe, an axiom of motor- 
dom. And yet does it? Hasn’t the humble 
foot that treads the pavement rights too — if not 
to rule, at least to walk in peace, safety and 
comfort ? 


Firstly — Peace. We pedestrians are not, as 
many of our motorist friends seem to think, in 
peace so long as we are not in pieces. We would 
crave of them a little more. The automobile 
horn is an infernal necessity. But the honk- 
and-mud breed of driver who offends your ear 
and ruins your clothes is neither necessary nor 
tolerable. Take ear, ye motorists — honk rarely, 
honk softly, honk sufficiently in advance to en- 
able us to get out of your path without jumping 
— some of us are not as young or sprightly as 
your 1916 model — and above all, honk cour- 
teously. 

Then — Safety. Of course you never “speed.” 
No one does nowadays. To boast of your car is 
far too Fordy. But don’t you sometimes in 
time of stress accelerate your momentum be- 
yond what in a moment of frankness you would 
deem quite safe —for someone else. Of course 
you mustn’t miss half a fox-trot or half an oyster 
at the restaurant — and we don’t want you to. 
But we'd like you to start a little earlier. Not’ 
quite as early of course as we, who must either 
take the subway or walk —but still a little 
earlier — early enough so that you can approach 
avenues when you're driving cross-town at a 
speed of not more than four miles an hour. 


EDESTRIANS are getting to be a race of 

dust-eaters. Bill “bit the dust” no longer 
means that Bill died — it merely means that Bill 
went for a walk in New York City. And what 
causes the dust? ‘ Again the motoring gentleman 
in a hurry. Possibly we might mention Henry 
Ford as a contributing cause. But still Henry 
only manufactures the fool-carriers. He doesn’t, 
produce the fools. Anyhow, the zip, zip, zip of 
the hurry-up motor means the swish, swish, 
swish of the dust cloud across our faces. Yes, 
Throttle-rocker, we want to live not only in 
safety, not only in peace, but in the comparative 
comfort of a dustless out-of-doors. And unless 
you decide to drive slowly out of respect to our 
respiratory tracts, you will be compelled to out 
of respect for our penal code and the institution 
expressly reserved for those who transgress it. 




















































The Return 
Translated from the Russian of 
Georjum Kohanski 

“Fyador Holelotavitch!” cried his 
wife, Katya Overandovna. ‘Oh, my 
husband, it is so good to see you back 
once more. After all these years!” 

And she threw herself into the arms 
of the handsome figure that had ap- 
peared so unexpectedly in the door- 
way. 

“T had almost forgotten what you 
looked like, Fyador Holelotavitch, the 
time has been so long!” she cried hap- 
pily. “ The children will be home from 
school shortly. I can scarcely wait for 
them to see you.” 

“Think you that the little ones will 
know me?” asked Fyador Holelota- 
vitch, half fearfully. 

As if in answer, the children came 
trooping in, laughing joyously and 
shouting, “It’s father! It’s father! 


| ad 


Father has come back! 





Quow 


With tears in his eyes, Fyador Hole- 
lotavitch, who had just allowed the 
barber to shave off his whiskers of six 
years’ growth, gathered his children to 
his breast and kissed them with his 
long lost face. 





Boomeranged 


“Here is your watch,” she told him 
in a low voice. “ You left it on the 
mantel, where you put it so as not to 
get it crushed.” 

He took it mechanically, for he had 
something on his mind. 

“T am sorry, Aniline,’ he began, 
“but I don’t see how I can marry you 
after the glance I had yesterday of 
your mother. I might be able to for- 
get her flat voice and her flat feet, if 
only the rest of her weren’t built like 
a clothes-horse. I have been dabbling 
in eugenics, Aniline, and I am confident 
that you also, in a few years, will take 
on an inherited Gothic appearance. I 





Drawn by Lauren Stout 


“NEW FICTION ” 
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“Do you think he is much help to God, mama?” 








cannot be a party to passing that shape 
on to posterity.” 

Covering his eyes with one hand, he 
held out the other to her in farewell. 

She clasped it feelingly. 

“You have saved me a disagreeable 
task, Niblick,” she said. ‘‘ Your fa- 
ther’s picture is in the back of that 
watch,” 

Rushing from the house, he called 
a jitney and buried his flaming face 
in it. 


In the Home and Out 


“ Willie!” cried Mr. Hotspur, while 
the family were at breakfast, “ how 
many times must I tell you not to jump 
up from the table and walk around the 
room?” 

“T was only goin’ to 

“T don’t care what you were going 
to do! No well-bred person jumps up 
from the table during a meal and capers 
around the floor. It is extremely im- 
polite and to others most annoying. 
Take your seat this instant and remem- 
ber what I have told you.” 

“ Yessir,” said Willie. 

But the next night, when Willie and 
his little brothers and sisters were snug- 
ly tucked in bed, Mr. and Mrs. Hot- 
spur went out to the theatre and to 
supper. 

“Come on, Clara,” cried Mrs. Hot- 
spur, jumping up from his table in the 
restaurant. “If that fat couple over 
there can fox-trot in public, I guess we 
can. Come on!” 

Moral: Consistency ends at home. 





“This paper says that in the East- 
ern campaign the Germaps are in @ 
race for the railroad.” 

“What regiments of commuters are 
taking part?” 





If the fish had not opened his mouth 
he would not have been caught. 
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Painted by Nell Hett 


“ME, TOO!” 


| Another Volunteer in the Cause of Preparedness 





The Artificial Fatherland 


Oh, the Fatherland is chock-a-block with artificial things! In greenhouse and in garden artificial flowers grow ; 

Another batch of substitutes each merry morning brings : The doctors feed the ailing ones on artificial dope ; 

They’ve artificial hunger and they’ve artificial thirst ; The devotees of smoking puff on artificial rope ; 

They’ve artificial pumpernickel, artificial wurst ; A man who wants an overcoat, or nifty Sunday suit, 

Tis artificial butter that they spread upon their bread ; Puts down his marks and pfennigs for a clothing substitute ; 
For bullets in the making they use artificial lead ; An artificial bossy with a coat as soft as silk 

Their beer is artificial, or it’s something just-as-good ; Gives an artficial something which the Kaiser says is milk ; 
Their toothpicks all are fashioned out of artificial wood. The babies in the cradle take their substitutish tipple 

They rise and dress each morning by an artificial light ; From a bottle capped securely with a nearly-rubber nipple ; 
In artificial darkness do they go to bed at night; And thus it goes from childhood up to manhood’s proud estate, 
The farmers in the country harvest artificial eats ; If substitutes are not in stock, they make one while you wait ; 
The butchers in the city market artificial meats ; Resourceful Teuton scientists, untiring in their zeal, 

The baker bakes his pretzels out of artificial dough ; Make substitutes for everything—except the War. That’s real. 
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—A. H. F. 





In a symphonic compo- 
sition, or music-drama, 
always there is sounded 
a preliminary leading-motive, thus 
acclimating the ear to the succeed- 
ing tonal scheme; so I may be par- 
doned if, at the outset of this little 
discourse, I employ similar devices, 
though in bald prose. Here are 
my leading motives: “ Ruth or 
the Curse of Rum”; “ Ten Nights 
in a Barroom” —“ Father, Dear 
Father, Come Home With Me Now, 
the Clock in the Steeple Strikes 
One. You Said You Were Coming,” 
et cetera; “The Brewer’s Big 
Horses Can’t Roll Over Me”; 
“Demon Rum,” and Vance 
Thompson’s “Drink and Be 
Sober,” ‘“ We Won’t Go Home Till 
Morning.” Now here is food — 
and drink — for a dozen articles, a 
dozen liquid symphonies. Mr. 
Thompson’s little book is powerful 
but pernicious, as are all half-truths. 


Demon 
Rum 


Furthermore, it surely 
will be used as a plea by the prohibition party — the most 
detestable set of politicians that have thus far appeared on 


the national horizon; detestable, because hypocritical. This 
doesn’t mean that there are no sincere men and women in 
the movement; these are always to be found where fanati- 
cism holds sway. And drunkenness is ever an evil. But 
the prohibition leaders are not particularly concerned with 
drunkards. They are after bigger things. They seek po- 
litical power and they are playing politics with passionate 
devotion, employing Demon Rum as the chief issue. In my 
arly days temperance preachers were usually venerable 
chaps with long white hair and whiskers. They shaved their 
upper lips, hated art, and paid scant attention to St. Paul’s 
advice to water drinkers. However, they drank hard cider 
at intervals (i. e., when they could get it). I recall one 
famous exhorter at the Academy of Music, Philadelphia, in 
what was called a Star Course lecture. He drank water (?) 
from a caraffe, and as the evening waned he waxed suspi- 
ciously noisy. That very night he was locked behind bars 
with a bad case of delirium tremens. I mention this story as 
a counterblast to Mr. Thompson’s anecdote about the Bur- 
gundy-loving convivial gentleman who surprised his family 
by suddenly exploding at table, spoiling the dinner, the dra- 
pery and ending his life. An amazing tale, which would have 
pleased Dickens — who once wrote a spontaneous combus- 
tion story 


Half- The best part of “ Drink and Be Sober ” — which 
Truths ™ecans, if you can — is the writing thereof. Vance 

Thompson, I need hardly tell you, is one of the 
most brilliant among living prose-writers. This book is bril- 
liant, but make no mistake — the mailed fist of the propa- 
gandist guides the pen even in the more graceful passages. 
The pleasures of drinking are seductively set forth. It is 
good-fellowship that is the chief magnet; then alcohol for 
alcohol’s sake. The author makes the astounding discovery 
that we drink for the swift exhilaration superinduced by al- 
cohol; only that and nothing more. He derides quality bou- 
quets, vintages, the finer brands of beer, all the romantic 
atmosphere — of rum. Ah, Vance, you know better! There 
are Clarets and Burgundies, Moselles and Rhine wines that 
are better than the doctored stuff in the market here, not to 
mention the genuine Amber Witch, Urquell Pilsner from Bo- 
hemia. To this assertion he would probably counter on me 
by saying that the better the stuff the more insidious its re- 
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sults are for the drinker — it only 
leads him further into the sinister 
and morose swamp of drunkenness. 
(By the way, beer drinkers are sel- 
dom if ever, hysterical, as this book 
contends.) Absorbers of spirits 
may become hysterical, not the 
worshippers of Gambrinus. Hop- 
juice makes for content; also adi- 
pose tissue or diabetic complaints. 
There is too much drunkenness, but 
legislation will never cure it. That 
is the province of psychotherapy. 
There are more real results gotten 
from a pledge given to a priest 
than all the booming drums of pro- 
hibition bands or Billy Humbug 
mud-gutter panaceas. It is an 
axiom that prohibition doesn’t pro- 
hibit. The South and West and 
Fast tell the tale and the cowardly 
excuse of Georgians that the “ nig- 
ger” must not drink, simply won't 
wash. What’s bad for the black 
man is equally as bad for the “ por white trash.” In pro- 
hibition Portland, Maine, on one Saturday night I saw more 
drunkenness than I ever did of a Sunday afternoon in Glas- 
gow, Scotland. Prohibition is hypocritical. Behind it rears 
the ugly head of Puritanism, which is scotched, but not dead 
in America, our land of Hysteria. You rub your eyes at 
the wide-sweeping “ reforms” agitated by an army of irre- 
sponsible cranks, sanctimonious semi-imbeciles who would 
prohibit’ everything — tobacco, meat, vaccination, vivisec- 
tion, medical advice; yet who have on hand a beautiful lot 
of degenerate theories, base superstitions — in which reli- 
gion is mixed with healing (at a reasonable fee) — sterili- 
zation, impure purity, leagues, crazy cults, pacificism, sloppy 
sentimentalism, votes for convicts, coddling criminals; in 
fact, there is a monstrous regiment of men and women knock- 
ing at the door of the Capitol, their quack nostrums in hand. 
The prohibitionist is in the van. But he is now organized 
politically. Politics, not the old-fashioned emotions of the 
camp-meeting revivals, is his aim. He is a dangerous men- 
ace to our personal freedom. And Mr. Thompson’s able book 
is symptomatic, and pernicious for this reason. Our new 
slogan is — no gown, no clown shall rule this town. Heaven 
help the party or the president that succumbs to the voice of 
the prohibitionists. 


“é 


In his clever and interesting “ Eat and Grow Everything 
Thin” (1914), Mr. Thompson quotes from jg 
an ancient authority: “Gluttony kills more Dangerous 
than the sword.” He could have added — 

also more than Demon Rum. The whole truth is that every 
good thing is dangerous if misused. Food — especially the 
frying-pan and delicatessen shop of America—kill as many 
as do the distilleries. Tobacco is dangerous. (Goethe never 
smoked for selfish—also laudable—reasons, well known to 
medical men.) The electric third rail is as bad as cocaine, 
if you sit on it. Love has caused as much unhappiness as 
happiness. The progress of all religions through the ages 
has been followed by oceans of blood and millions of human 
corpses. Nietzsche unwisely wrote that Christianity and 
Alcohol were the greatest foes of civilization. Tea, coffee, 
dancing are all dangerous. Drunkenness as noted in those 
nations that have not as yet conquered the fiery furnace, is 
a symptom of psychical disorder. In a word, drunkenness is 
a neurosis. Certain European nations have conquered alco- 
hol by canalizing its dangers: they make pure wines and 

(Continued on page 22) 
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One Kind of Christmas 


The poets all sing of the pleasures of Christmas 
When everyone’s merry and bright, 

And clear from the pole to the tropical Isthmus 
The hearts of the people are light! 

But loud though they sing of receiving and giving 
They cannot quite scatter my gloom, 

There isn’t much Christmastide glamor in living 
Alone in a boarding house room. 

They sing of the mistletoe — signal for kisses — 
But I know no maiden to kiss; 

They warble of rich gastronomical blisses 
And I get a dinner like this, 

Of cold storage turkey and pies from the baker 
And other such boarding house truck 

— The Christmas time poet is only a faker 
Or else he has all of the luck. 

It may be a peach of a season for people 
With friends and a home and all that, 

But say, to yours truly the bells in the steeple 
Sound jangled and tuneless and flat, 

I’m dulled and I’m bored, I’m listless and lonely 
A sad visaged mortal to see, 

This may be a Christmas to some folks, it’s only 
A day in December tome! — Berton Braley 


—A. fi. f. 





Drawn by W. E. Hill 





The Movie Comedian 
His Datrty Routine Berore Gornc to His Art 

7.00 o'clock. — Wakes and falls out of bed when combina- 
tion alarm-clock and garden hose goes off. 

7.10 o’clock.— Shaves; lathering himself deftly with 
charlotte russe. 

7.15 o'clock. — Morning exercise; puts on boxing gloves 
and knocks down wife ; knocks down child; knocks down serv- 
ing-maid. Runs along hall to door and slides downstairs on 
piano. 

7.16 o'clock. — 
Returns by way 
of fire escape, 
dragging piano. 

7.17 to 7.80 
o’clock. — De- 
voted to dress- 
ing and fall- 
ing down. 
















AMERICA’S FIRST BOY SCOUT 


Puts on trousers and falls down. Puts on shirt and falls 
down. Puts on collar and tie before mirror and falls over 
backward on floor. Rubs off shoes with hairbrush. Fixes 
hair with shoebrush. Puts on coat and falls down. 

7.81 o'clock. — Starts for dining-room and meets serving- 
maid with tray of breakfast dishes. Kicks tray; both fall 
down. 

7.82 o'clock. — Enters dining-room and kisses wife and 
child. Kisses serving-maid, who pushes him through china 
closet. Chases serving-maid around breakfast table. Is 
chased, in turn, by wife. Also by child. Trips on rug and 
falls down. 

7.85 o'clock. — Breakfast. Tears off half loaf of bread 
and stuffs it in mouth with both hands. Spears seven buck- 
wheat cakes with fork and douses them with maple syrup. 
Washes face with largest buckwheat cake. Ogles serving- 
maid and eats napkin by mistake. Spills coffee. Upsets 
table. 

7.86 o'clock. — Chased around room by wife, by child, by 
serving-maid. Climbs on plate-rack. Plate-rack 
falls. Everybody falls. Climbs on chandelier. Chan- 
delier falls. Everybody falls. 

7.87 o'clock.— Jumps into dumb- 
waiter and starts to lower himself. Wife 
and serving-maid try to pull him back. 
Rope breaks. Everybody falls. 

7.89 o'clock. — Wife throws overcoat, 
hat, cane and a kiss to him down the 
dumb-waiter shaft. He proceeds through 
coal-hole to street, thence to his day’s 
work at the Swatagraph Studios. 








THE GAY VHITE 
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Mrs. Canary 
and the 
Major sat in 


the parlor 







MERRY CHRISTMAS AT MRS. CANARY’S 


Written and illustrated (from clay models ) by Helena Smith-Dayton 


UITE a flurry of Christmas spirit 

had permeated Mrs. Canary’s 
boarding house around breakfast time. 
The boarders had exchanged the conven- 
tional “ merry-merries,” and the mail- 
carrier, that Santa Claus for grown- 
ups, had left an exciting array of 
packages. The larger share were for 
Miss Gertie Golightly, and by easy 
stages diminished in number down to 
Alfred Colt’s single one. 

The attention of others was sud- 
denly attracted by a little wail from 
Miss Quince. “I don’t want to seem 
to be ungrateful,” she apologized, “ of 
course, I know it is the thought and 
not the gift that counts — but why — 
Oh, why! do _ folks 
send ME handkerchiefs? 
That doesn’t show 
thought with meg, as- 
sistant buyer of 
the handkerchief 
department at 
Gettum & Hol- 
dem’s.” 

Dave Hemi- 
sphere proudly 
exhibited several 
scarfpins. 

“It's awful 
bad luck to give 
anyone sharp 
pointed things,” 
observed old 
Mrs. Cribbage, 
“it means a 
broken _friend- 
ship.” At this 
moment she 








“I got a necktie” 


opened a little package, and stared in 
horror at a paper cutter. “ Whatever 
was Eliza-Ann thinking of to send me 
that!” she cried in a panic. “ She’s 
the last, old home friend that I have 
left. I sent her a real nice doily I 
embroidered myself.” 

“TI won’t have to grow a beard this 
year,” observed Alfred Colt. “I got 
a necktie.” 

“TI guess these things would be. nice 
enough presents if we was spending 
Christmas in our own homes,” sighed 
Mrs. Binney. 

“T’ve planned a Christmas dinner,” 
stated Mrs. Canary, “ that will be just 
as good as any private family sits down 
to in this city to-day!” 

+ “We're going up to Mr. Binney’s 
rich cousin’s house to dinner,” said 
Mrs. Binney, trying not to be boastful. 

*“ The friends we passed last Christ- 
mas with have broken up their home 
and moved away,” lamented Mrs. Crib- 
bage. “ Last year we had four differ- 
ent invitations.” 

“T’m invited out for the day with a 
live bunch,” said Gertie Golightly. 

“Me, too! I’m programmed for a 
busy little day myself,’ boasted Dave 
Hemisphere. “ The sales manager of 
my FIRM has invited me up to his place. 
He’s got two kids, a dandy little wife, 
and Her Sister is going to be there. I 
hear Sister is a peacherino! ” 

Mrs. Canary began to lose her beam- 
ing “Good-Will-to-Men and Even- 
Women Boarders” expression. 

“TI did hope that I’d have all my 
family with me to-day,” said the land- 
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lady, a little pathetically. “ You'll be 
here, won’t you, May? And you, Mr. 
Colt, and Miss Quince? ” 

Drearily they admitted they would. 

The few boarders who exchanged 
gifts cautioned each other not to men- 
tion it to the others, as one couldn’t 
remember everyone with so many per- 
sonal friends on one’s list. 

Agnes, waitress and chambermaid, 
reaped her annual harvest, again less 
than she had been led to expect. Katie, 
cook, also received tokens, not for the 
esteem in which she was held, but be- 
cause the “ generous ” Christmas spirit 
made the boarders feel obliged to do 
something. 

The stay-at-homes gathered around 
the delayed dinner. 
Mrs. Canary’s platonic 
friend,-known as “the 
Major,” was the only 
outside guest. 
He, at least, con- 
tributed enthu- 
siasm for the 
occasion which 
the others didn’t 
feel. The Major 
lived mostly on 
a pension and 
invitations - to- 
dinner. Mrs. 
Canary consid- 
ered him to be 
quite the most 
distinguished 
man of her ac- 


quaintance. He A wail from Miss 
had a large sup- Quince 
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Andy a red necktie,” she snapped. 
Conversation had become animated 
by the time May Wizzley entered, May 
had a grouch. “ Maybe I didn’t wish 
I had stayed at home,” she declared. 
“Went up to those girls’ apartment and 
they. didn’t know a darned thing about 
cooking a turkey or anything else, and 
nice little May had to do all the work. 
Now, what do you know about that? ”’ 
Gertie Golightly and Dave Hemi- 
sphere arrived home almost at the same 
time. Dave announced he'd had a 
pretty good time, but that the much ad- 
vertised peacherino Sister had turned 
out to be a lemon and that those two 


ply of conversation of the flowery va- 
riety. His remarks were coquettishly 
embellished with references to “the 
ladies.” 

May Wizzley went out to dinner after 
all. A belated invitation came soon 
after breakfast from some girl friends 
who had an apartment. 

Sitting down to Mrs. Canary’s 
Christmas dinner were: Mr. and Mrs. 
Samuel Cribbage, Miss Quince, Alfred 
Colt, Mr. Dorkins, the Major and Mrs. 
Canary herself. Miss Quince and Mr. 
Dorkins, for once, talked across the 
table to each other as if they had just 
met for the first time on a particularly 
lonely day on a desert island. But the 
merry makers were Mrs. Canary and 
the Major. Mrs. Canary wore her 
black silk dress and diamond pin. She 








kids were clawing him over all day 

with sticky hands, and dinner was so 

delayed he got past being hungry. 
“Guess I ate too much,” admitted 











played at being hostess instead of land- GOING HER ONE BETTER Gertie Golightly, “ and, anyway, some 

lady. Tue Tun One: Speaking of ancestors, of the folks got on my nerves, so I cut 
It was a good dinner. Even Mrs. did you know mine came over on the the bunch and came home. There was 
= . . Mayflower ? — , ae 

Cribbage complimented Mrs. Canary. i y at “— : one girl there that was a perfect cat. 

ye ze a ? Tue Tuck OnE: So did mine, and they ae dla cetill aim Oe les Tine ale ie 
Of course,” she added, “ at home we sat at the Captain’s Table, too! a n 

always made our plum pudding very, gas log lighted and everyone so 

very rich, and our mince pies — well, acta | friendly. 

folks still talk of them.” “Tl tell you what!” exclaimed 
The boarders retired to their rooms a day I hope I may never put in.” Dave Hemisphere, bursting with an 

after dinner for a nap. Mrs. Canary “ Didn’t you have a good time?” de- idea, “ let us have a real party! Dor- 

and the Major sat in the parlor and  manded Mrs. Cribbage, brightening up. kins and I will duck around the cor- 

talked in subdued tones. “The Major “ Rotten,” answered Mrs. Binney. ner and get some stuff ———” 

was a Tommy Tucker practised in the “Of course, it was a swell dinner and “We'll all chip in,” interrupted Bin- 


art of sin ging praises for his supper. all that — but, deliver me! I actually ney. Everyone waxed enthusiastic. At 
Mrs. Canary, as she rocked placidly got hoarse saying: ‘Oh, isn’t that love- this moment Alfred Colt entered. In 
and listened, felt like Helen of Troy, ly?’ and ‘isn’t that grand?’ and‘ what his arms was a package. 


Cleopatra and all other famous sirens. a beautiful ring!’ ‘ that’s the most mag- “On this happy occasion,” said he, 
Toward evening Alfred Colt wan-  nificent fur coat I ever saw!’ ‘lovely!’ “I will be honored to have you partake 

dered off to a pool parlor in the neigh- ‘grand!’ ‘beautiful!’ ‘magnificent!’ of this fine vintage. There isn’t a head- 

borhood. Miss Quince came down, soon ‘ gorgeous!’ — Oh, hell,” snorted the ache in a barrel of it, and Christmas 

followed by the Cribbages. As early as indignant little woman. comes but once a year.” 

7 o'clock the Binneys returned from “Didn't they give you a handsome The Major accepted the invitation. 

their visit to their rich cousins. present!” quizzed Mrs. Cribbage. “ Let us drink to those delicious de- 
“My! but I’m glad to get home,” “They gave me a 59-cent red lights which cement the golden bonds 


exclaimed Mrs. Binney. “ Another such leather engagement memoranda and _ of friendship,” he suggested. 


ADVENTURES ON THE CLOTHESLINE — II 
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“What a cozy house! I’ll inquire” “ Yes, we use only four rooms * So this lovely front parlor is to let!” 
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Arrer ALL, Furs ARE SUCH A PROTECTION IN WINTER!” 
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Royal Sport 
“ War’s a game.”— Cowper. 
“you led, I think,” said George to Will; 
But Will replied, “ Dear cousin, no! 
I rather think ’twas Nick, but still 
It may have been old Francis Joe.” 


“ Your play, I think,” said Nick to George; 
But George replied, “ You'll have to wait 
Until some aces I can forge ; 
And my internal pains abate.” 


“My play!” said Francis Joe to Will; 
But Will replied, «Ill play your hand, 
And you shall profit by my skill — 
Or I'll give God a reprimand.” 


“T’ll play an ace,” said George to Nick; 
But Nick replied, “ You stupid goose! 
Now don’t you see you’ve lost my trick ? 
Where is your ace? You’ve played the deuce!” 


“Come! Read the rules!” said George to Will; 
But Will replied, “ Please understand, 

There are no rules to read until 
I make a few to suit my hand.” 


“ But what’s the stake?” asked Francis Joe; 
In turn each player shook his head ; 
But they have played enough to know 
That spades are trumps and hearts are red. 
—Elroy Storer. 





Drawn by Nell Hatt 


WATCHFUL WAITING 


Tue Bic Brotuer (to the little one): It ain’t Santa Claus at all, 
Charley. It’s just our cat 
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THE SCRAP-IRONY OF FATE 











The Witches’ Caldron 


The young man who owned coal mines near Scranton, had 
been coming to see Mary twice a weck for over a year. Mr. 
Jones was more than pleased when Mary told him that the 
young man of wealth wanted to see him that very evening on 
business. 

“T’ll wait in for him, dearie,” he said coyly, “and it 
doesn’t take much guessing to know what he wants.” 

That evening the young man wasted no time in coming 
directly to the point. ‘Mr. Jones,” he said, and his eyes 
flashed, ‘“‘ how are you fixed for your winter supply of coal?” 


It is much better to have men need you than thank you. 
Geo. H. Expectation has a much better memory than Henry 
L. Gratitude. 


In the long distance toll call of life — don’t jiggle the 
hook. 


The man who apologizes when he is in the wrong is a wise 
man — the man who apologizes when he is in the right is 
somebedy’s husband. 


Miss Jones and her best friend Clara were talking of mat- 
rimony. “ Yes,’ said the former, ‘I want a husband who 
is not fussy; one who is easily pleased.” “ That is exactly 
the kind you will get,’ said Clara, with her best Mona Lisa 
smile, and on the back fence a tom-cat howled in ghoulish 
glee. 


These are the “ brave days of old” people will be crying 
about one hundred years hence — what are you doing with 
said brave days? 


Opportunity is said to do a lot of knocking, but it can’t 
compete with a regular knocker — that’s why he never hears 
it. 


True courtesy is the cheerful performance of ordinary 
duty — not the ostentatious scrape of a chair pulled out for 
your rich aunt’s benefit. 


A man has to fall awfully low to see nothing higher than 
himself. 


Respect is the hall-boy in the apartment house of con- 
science. 


Money talks, but sometimes it has an awful impediment in 
its speech. 


C. R. Dickinson. 











The Treating Habit 


Ir Ir SHoutp Ever Be ExTenpeD 
To Men’s FuRNISHINGS 

Tue Proprietor: Well, what'll be, 
Gents? 

Jonzs: Well, seeing that it’s on you, 
Brownie, me boy, I'll take something 
real expensive. 

Brown: The blazes you will! Make 
mine one of those 50-cent four-in-hand 
ties. 

Jones: Same here—or, no! Er— 
on second thought, I guess I’ll take 
something else. I guess I’ll have four 
collars, size fifteen. That'll amount to 
the same thing. 

Brown: Aw, go on! I’m no tight- 
wad. You don’t have to stick to a 50- 
cent buy just because I took one of 
those half-dollar neckties. Have any- 
thing you want, you goat! I was only 
fooling when I spoke that way before. 

Jones: All right. I'll be a sport. 
Gimme a dozen of these collars. 

Brown: Now you're talking. Hello! 
Here comes Greenie! Hello, you old 
sketch! You're just in time. What 
are you going to have? 

Green: Say, I fell in just right, 
didn’t I! Make mine a pair of pink 
pajamas. 

Tue Proprietor: Yes, sir. Here you 
are, sir. Necktie, dozen collars, size 
fifteen, pair of pink pajamas. 

Jonzs: See here, Brownie, I’m not 
going to let you do all the blowing; not 
by a darned sight. The next round’s on 
me. What are you going to have? 

Brown: Well, I'll be sociable, seeing 
it’s you, old scout. I’ll take a pleated 
shirt. 

Jones: How about you Greenie? 

Green: Why, I dunno. That sounds 
pretty good to me. I guess I’ll take 
the same. 


| | jr ‘“ 


AM | 


ere s J 
(ue J, AUNT 





THE PRODUCE EXCHANGE 
Tae Caprive: Sey» Pecker ; I'll trade you 


some fine seed for a nice juicy worm. 
Yes? 

















white objects 


ing room. “ You said he didn’t” 








A TEST CASE 


Tommy, with a determined look on his small face, marched into the parlor 
and up to his pretty sister’s ardent suitor 
* What’s them ?” he demanded, thrusting out a grimy hand full of small 


* Beans,” promptly replied the young: man, with an ingratiating smile 
*He does know ’em, maw,” bawled Tommy triumphantly to the adjoin- 


Drawn by Ethel Plummer 








Jones: Boss, two pleated shirts. And 
make mine a silk umbrella. 

Tue Proprietor: Right, sir. Two 
pleated shirts and a silk umbrella. 

Brown: Well, boys, I guess I’ll have 
to be going. I’ve. got enough. 

Jones: Me, too. 

Green: Going? Not on your life. 
Not till you’ve had one on me. What 
are yo going to take? 

Brown: Oh, I don’t want anything 
more; honest, Greenie. 

Jones: Neither do I. 

Green: Well, for gosh sake! What 
kind of pikers are you two, anyway? 
Can’t you stand more than a couple of 
neckties and an umbrella? Go on! 
Have something more. Another round 
won’t hurt you. 

Brown: Oh, well, if you insist, I'll 
take a set of those rolled gold collar 
buttons. I only want a little one. 

Green: Have anything you like. 
What’s yours, Jonesey? 

Jones: I guess I’ll take another 
dozen collars, size fifteen. 
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Green: That’s the way to talk. I'll 
take the nightshirt for mine. Here’s 
how! 

Brown: Here’s looking at you! 

Jones: Happy days, Greenie, old 


top! 
——— 
Fortunate 

It’s an ill wind that blows nobody 
any good. Once more was the truth of 
the proverb to be demonstrated. 

A shipwrecked sailor having got 
ashore on a desert island, was de- 
lighted to find that his life-belt had 
been dishonestly filled with sawdust in- 
stead of the best grade of cork. 

“This means an abundance of 
breakfast food!” he exclaimed. “ It 
only remains to provide lunch and din- 
ner and I am saved.” 





So far from conditioning its service 
on appreciation, the rose smells as 
sweetly for the yokel who tramples it 
under his feet as for the poet who 
throws a fit over it. 
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DIARY January 22,1820 
A cold day, and blustery, coming 
from town. I was mighty glad to 
see the lights of the Inn, where I was Linden 2% in. 
m made comfo tt ; 

with my favorite roams Waldorf 2% in. 


OLD OVERHOLT RYE 


“Same for 100 years” 


: For over a century this de- 
lightful pure Pennsylvania Rye 
has cheered men’s hearts. 
What more strengthening than 
" SABBATH REFLECTIONS good Old Overholt? Aged in 
Gee! Two movin’-pitcher shows gone the wood, bottled in bond. 


! ” 
to blazes! A. Overholt & Co. Pittsburgh, Pa, 





Have inserted tips which make 
jf them strong where all other 
| wing collars are weak. 2 for 25c 


ARROW 
COLLARS 


Drawn-Out Work CLUETT, PEABODY & CO., Inc. 














“What do you make? 
Such pains you take, ee a, ; <7 
I'd like to hear,” quoth he. 
“T do not know; 
You see, I sew 
A Christmas gift,” quoth she. 








Not Altogether Hopeless 

“I should think you would find it 
hard to know what to give her for 
Christmas. She has everything, you 
know.” 

“Yes, I know; still, there are al- 
ways some new useless things coming 
up.” 

If the “sultry day in August” and 
the “bleak day in December” were 
omitted from our literature there would 
be many a gaping void. 

















with all its warmth and jollity is best 
expressed for discriminating people in 


CLUB COCKTAILS 


The choicest liquors are blended and 
mixed by experts and aged to smooth- 
ness in the wood to an unequalled deli- 
cacy of aroma and fineness of flavor. 


















All varieties at your dealer’s 
G.F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 


Importers cf the famous Brand’s A-| Sauce 


HARTFORD NEW YORK LONDON 












Thy i WAZ 


44 my / — “Digi ees, ba # 
Up Up tp YY ASD OC7 LC 


THE PSYCHOLOGICAL MOMENT | 
Smatt Boy: Quick, Mister! Me girl’s 
comin’! Lend mea piece o’ mistletoe | 
fer about a second ! 
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PLAYHOUSE ‘sittin mas 


nesday and Saturday, 2:15 


GRACE GEORGE 


AND HER OWN COMPANY IN SHAW’S 


MAJOR BARBARA 





REPUBLIC ““sitscs Wes see usm 
A. H. Woods presents 


COMMON CLAY iz:.. 


With JOHN MASON and JANE COWL 




















CHARLES DILLINGHAM 
Hip-H1p-HOORAY 


10 Musical Comedies SOUSA AND HIS 
in One. io 


IPPODROME 


100 Novelties including the Ice 
Ballet Sensation 


Flirting at St. Moritz 
Histines: Bost Seats, $1.50 Bear'stars’ 91 


Night, SOUSA’S BAND 
















CANDLER West. 42nd Street. Bryant 6344 
Evenings at 8.20 
Matinees Wednesday (Pop.) and Saturday at 2.20 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


THE HOUSE OF GLASS 


with Mary Ryan and the great all American cast 
Orch, $2.00, $1.50---500 Seats First Balcony 50c, Tic and $1.00 
BROADWAY & 45th STREET 


ASTO Evenings 8.20 


Matinees Wednesday (Pop.) and Saturday at 2.20 
Geo. M. Cohan's Great American Farce 


Hit-the-Trail-Holliday 


with Fred Niblo as ‘Billy Holliday” 
















NEW AMSTERDAM “;2%2"" 


Phone 8093 Bryant: Evs: 8.15. Matinees Wednesday and Sat. 2.15 
KLAW & ERLANGER PRESENT 


AROUND THE MAP 


Book by C. M. 8. McLellan. Music Herman Finck 
Seats Selling 8 Weeks in Advance 
















SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 
BOOTH—E.H.SotherninLordDundreary 
WINTER GARDEN—A World of Pleasure 

CASINO—The Blue Paradise 
LYRIC—Abe and Mawruss 

39th STREET—The Unchastened Woman 
MAXINE ELLIOTT’S—Lou-Tellegen 
SHUBERT—Alone at Last 
COMEDY—Hobson’s Choice 

44th STREET—Romeo and Juliet 




















The Seven Arts 


(Continued from page 12) 


beers, they prohibit such a deadly drug 
as absinth, and lend to drinking a 
human, sociable character. France, 
Germany, Italy and other countries 
prove this. Russia is on the right road 
in forbidding vodka to its peasantry. 
Yet Mr. Thompson, with the shining 
brow of the neophyte, prints the famil- 
iar fiction about armies rushing over 
Europe bestialized by rum. Apart from 
the fact that any soldier of any army 
caught drunk during service would be 
promptly placed against a wall and 
shot, this statement is too Jane Ad- 
damsesque. No, the present European 
war is being fought without the aid 
of Demon Rum. All authorities—not 
hysterical old women of both sexes— 
concur as to this truth. 


Drink and True temperance con- 
Keep Sober sists in moderation; the 

difficult art of holding 
on and letting go, as Havelock Ellis 
says. But your prohibitionist will not 
hear of moderation. Intolerance is 
the badge of his tribe. He doesn’t 
drink — or can’t, possibly being a po- 
tential drunkard — ergo, you must not! 
Sumptuary legislation is a_ baleful 
thing. If you want a glass of beer and 
the entire nation to a man says “ no,” 
then your personal liberty is infringed 
upon. I don’t insist that the other fel- 
lows should drink water if they wish 
to; there are many estimable persons 


who don’t drink or smoke. Why can’t - 


they let me alone? The plea that alco- 
hol is bad for soul and stomach is an in- 
fernal one. If we have free-will let us 
exercise it. Alcohol is not cocaine—too 
often the habit of non-drinkers in 
“dry” zones — and to assert that the 
moderate drinkers of this year are the 
drunkards of next year is too absurd to 
be contradicted; all the world would 
have been madhouse ere this. With 
drunkards dies their malady. Acquired 
traits can’t be transmitted, has demon- 
strated a great biologist. In Archdale 
Reid’s study you will find the entire 
question treated from a sane viewpoint. 
Figures lie; and all the evidence against 
drinking marshaled by Mr. Thompson 
is worthless. Yet do not think that I 
am holding a brief for “ boozing.” Far 
from it. If you can’t drink and keep 
sober give up drink. That’s flat, for 
notwithstanding the enormous amount 
of romantic rubbish written about 
drunken genius, the work of the sane 
sober genius is profounder. Vance 
Thompson — whose brilliant writing 
has always been done on coffee — has 
written a brave, sincere book, stuffed 
with the usual errors, but containing 
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| Where Shall I Go | 
Tonight ? 


A Directory of New York's 
- Leading Theatrical Offerings 

















West 42nd Street Evgs at 8:15 
Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2:15 


ELTING 


SELWYN & CO. PRESENT 


FAIR AND WARMER 


A farce for laugh lovers by AVERY HOPWOOD 





ee 


Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2.20 
COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


LEO DITRICHSTEIN 


IN HIS COMEDY SUCCESS 


THE GREAT LOVER 
48th ST. THEATRE “isceser 


Evenings 8:15 Matinee Thursdays and Saturdays 2:15 
SELWYN & CO. PRESENTS 


The Eternal Magdalene 








with JULIA ARTHUR 











New York's Leading ~ 
Art Galleries 


Exhibitions Now in Progress 
Among the City’s Best Dealers 

















HOLLAND GALLERIES 


(Est. 1858) 


High Grade Paintings 


500 Fifth Avenue 
At N. W. Cor. 42d Street 
New York 

















leave it to me! 


«< 


At the Eleventh Hour 


when all suggestions have failed, send 
us his name—or hers—with a $5.00 
bill, and on Christmas morning he— 
or she—will receive a handsome card 
saying that you have been thoughtful 
enough to send Puck for a year. 


210 Fifth Avenue 
Cg NEW YORK 
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—London Opinion. 
THE I — DOLLAR — TER 
London Opinion expresses itself rather 

plainly on its feeling toward the U. S. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 


50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 





The Seven Arts 


one unassailable contention: American 
spirits, wines and beers are chemically 
adulterated (also food!). In this he is 
at one with Dr. Wiley. Here is the 
true field of the prohibitionists. Let 
him relinquish his mad dream of “ re- 
forming” mankind and purify our al- 
coholic drinks. That way lies true tem- 
perance. Drinking is one of the seven 
arts. Cultivate it, don’t abuse it. Don’t 
be afraid of life. Man is a thirsty ani- 
mal, but the brewer’s big horses will 
never roll over him if he be but moder- 
ate. Nevertheless “ Drink and Be So- 
ber” is the most important contribu- 
tions to the polemics of Demon Rum 
since the publication of that supreme 
temperance tract, ‘“ L’Assomoir,” by 
Emile Zola. 








—dJugend, Munich. 
THE FRENCH DRIVE OF LAST AUTUMN 
“The grapes are still very sour and 
are protected by a thorny vine” 





MOONLIGHT 





Cascade Pure Whisky. 


Nashville, Tenn. 





Original Bottling has Old Gold Label. 
GEO. A. DICKEL & CO., Distillers 


WHISKY 


‘THE best of grain—re-distillation— 
purification — honest aging in the 
wood—these are the things that make 
certain the purity and mellowness of 








Your dealer knows 
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Become a 


TRAFFIC EXPERT 


35 to $100 a week. Exceptional opportunities 
evalet the trained traffic man with railways and indus- 
trial shippers. Our free mperatuee ag fully the 
ype for good salaries and rapid cement 

in this uncrowded and lucrative field, and how 


We Train You By Mail 
at home, in spare time without interference with your 
resent occu The le course in a treme d 
portation is ‘simple and thorou sough 
ly mastered—the practical work o 





and 
cient 










i and in- 
—terms to suit you 
Softeihe Matensiom Gah ‘MAIL 
iversi| 
Dept. C.368 \Gitcawe’: in. rosra 








friend or family a supply of 
Holiday Cheer 














| rings true with old-fashioned heartiness, friend- | 


ship and remembrance, a g deed that is cer- 
| eal to bring a good reward in lasting pleasure. 


10 doz. bottles in a barrel 


It’s Never Too Late to Send 


Cortes GARE 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 








| Nearest Dealer or C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N.Y. | 
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As A Pleasant Beverage and 
A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 
It Has No Equal. 





Get the Autumn Number 


PICKINGS from PUCK 


If your newsdealer cannot supply this ex- 


traordinary quarterly, send 25 cents in stamps 
to the publishers. 


210 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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inence. Having long ago outdistanced all competition in the foreign- 
language newspaper field of America, it now ranks fourth in circulation 
among the leading dailies of New York. 


Circulation Reports to Post Office Department, October Ist, 1915 
(Average Daily and Sunday) 


TT ‘‘New Yorker Staats-Zeitung”’ has attained a position of unique prom- 


Pes 4 oe es ee eee ee 2S 
OA ee 
Times . . . eek ge ee owe ee 
Staats-Zeitung ccs a ke ee ke 
Pres... a aa a re ee 
0 I a 
a a 
aa ios ss a 


This reflects the market ~~ “New ‘Pon Staats-Zeitung’”’ represents and 
its value to the advertiser. It also shows why the substantial buying public 
of New York cannot be reached without the use of its advertising columns. 


It is the fifth largest in volume of all advertising published. 


Total advertising in agate lines for the year 1914 (daily and Sunday) 
compiled by Statistical Department of the N. Y. Evening Post 


tn eke. § ee et vee ee sl 2 
0 a a a a ll 
MES wk lt ltl et hl tl hl hl tl et tl 
Herald . . cetc ee ee ecm ee 
Staats-Zeitung a a 
a + fb > %. es & * 6 Oe 
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Conditions have made the ‘‘New Yorker Staats-Zeitung”’ the most powerful 
mene in America and as a result an advertising medium of exceptional 
value. 

It might be well to bear in mind the above facts when an advertising cam- 
paign is contemplated. 


New- Docker Stuarts Reitum 














‘“‘The National German Daily’’ 
Members of the American Newspaper Publishers’ Association and the Audit Bureau of Circulations 
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—The Daily Graphic, London. 
HOW TO SUCCEED IN THE BALKANS 


A British criticism of British methods in 
dealing with the Balkan states 





You Hear It Everywhere 


“Yes, my husband gave me just a 
few little things for Christmas this 


” 





year 

“Oh, George didn’t give me much 
for Christmas this time — only a chaf- 
ing dish 

“My present? Why, Charley came 
across with only a few trifles and 
things for the house a 

“My husband had so many people 
he had to give to in his business that 
all he could give me was a box of silk 
stockings e 

“ Jim was going to give me something 
nice for Christmas until I told him it 
was all nonsense ai 

“That tightwad husband of mine 
gave me just a few gifts of the useful 
variety for Christmas is 


BUT 
(Grand Chorus). 


“ He has promised me a fur coat just 
as soon as the prices come down in 
January.” 

















Some men satisfy their thirst for 
knowledge by reading the wine list. 





—N. Y. World. 
BUMPING HIM 
We hope for Henry’s sake that Mr. Mars 






































The Winter of 
Men’s Evening Dress 


is now at hand. Evening functions demand his presence, properly 
arrayed. The bright lights are searchlights to pick flaws in his armor. 
It’s a trying time, indeed. 


Abraham & Straus’ Formal Evening Dress for men is criticism- 
proof. It is rigidly bound by the te nets of good taste. It is made by 
specialists—and is admirably correct in every detail. 


More than that, its prices are remarkable for moderateness. For 
example: 


Evening Dress Coats and Trousers in the accepted dull finish, 
black silk lined throughout and with! grosgrain silk facing, $23.50, 
om $34. Ruling prices in other good Clothing Stores are $27.50 to 
45. 


Dinner Coats only of the fabrics, $16.50, $20, $25. 


Dress Waistcoats of various fabrics, black and white, $1.95 and 


$6.50. 
Men’s Silk Hats, $6. 


Rated among the best made in America, and very moderate in price. 


ABRAHAM »° STRAUS 


Second Floor, Men’s Shop, East Building 


























LANDA “Prosperity” BILLFOLD 


ae Practical Xmas Gift— order ene also 
tor jouself c J 2 I~ fold, coin purse 
ae 


| 50c 




















doesn’t get sore and kick back, when 
enry hits his pet corn 


emo pad, 1916 calendar and cs ° 
=... visio of nent sot etn ona” - & Postp aid 
Size closed 8x3%4 inches, open 8x34. Compact, Name Engrav- 
flexible wit! fit any pocket. For Ladies and Gentle ed Freein 
omovies, Toe! fA $1.00. acked i io 23-kt G ol id 
“De Lore Pa ag Of poe or postage stamps. For Ladus @& 
A LANDA KSONG CO, Leather Goode, Dept [14 Chicage want 15.01 exe Gentlemen 
copes sao Aye | e 
i é fit Cee eee p sar 6 $06 
Pickings from Puck no at = 
. A 64-page Suey “a to ee Be Spare time Sate 
rim with the features t make by, cniverat ce 
Puck famous. a Y: = ~~ 
All Newsstands—25 cents Pe Sate Sree 
feared ae on ee 
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tendon Unica. Dept. F-229 Chicago, Ill, 
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WHICH DOES THE SLACKER PREFER ? WANTED— AN IDEA! 

HO can think of some simple thing to patent? Pro- 
cor Hedi ianaee Sue, aay hee Yonweaste. Weke | | 400 Rooms 
4 Your Money.’’ Ranipourn at Co., "Patent Aileonege, 
Dept. 165, Washington, 


Bega i 













400 Baths 


HOTEL ADELPHIA 


CHESTNUT . oF een 13TH STREET 


Next to 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 



































 M one For all purposes the most conveniently 
o located hotel 
DRAWING FOR NEWSPAPERS AND MAGAZINES, ETC, 
All Branches of Art Tanght, Our practical system of Giese | MODERATE TARIFF 
wor a eo of our 
silent waioa.” X'vaaciokt” wont wamine PRACHICAL Work. | { DAVID B. PROVAN = =: Mgr. Director 
Write for terms and lists of successful PUPILS, } 
ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS Mort. M. Burger, Director 
Flatiron Bide. N.Y. Olty Day Classes—Evening © lasses— Mail Instrution 
IF “ BERT,” “ ALF,” AND “ ART” INSIST ON oe 
CONTINUING TO EVADE THE RECRUITING SER- 
GEANT 











The eeley Treatment 


TAKES AWAY THE 
APPETITE FOR DRUGS OR DRINK 


Drunkenness and drug using are nervous diseases. Our scientific treatment 
restores nerve cells to original unpoisoned conditions—does not nauseate. No 
inconvenience experienced in discontinuing the use of our remedies. Half a 
million cured in thirty-five years. 

FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 

















Hot Springs, Ark. Grand Rapids, Mich., 733- Plainfield, Ind. Pittsburgh, Pa., 4246 Fifth 
Los Angeles, Sal, Marsh- 35 Ottawa Ave.,N.W. Crab Orchard Ky. Ave. 
Strong Bld Omaha, Neb., cor. ‘25th and Portland, Maine Salt Lake City, Utah 
‘ a a Cal., Doug- pant Sts. Columbus, Ohio Seat. wee. 
as Oxi, ss. ahoma City, aukesha, 8. 
—The Daily Mirror, London. Dwight, Marion, Ind. Philadelphia, ote 18a N. Winnipeg, Man 


Sr eaville, Fla. Broad 8t. Guatemala City, Guat. 
Mexico City, Mexico London, England 





THEY ARE RUNNING THE RISK OF BRINGING 
THIS UPON THEMSELVES AND THEIR COUNTRY. 

He has a choice of two things —either to 
join the Army now and so preserve his freedom 
for the future, or else to let the German system 
prevail in Europe and find out how much free- 
dom that allows him. 











A Measure of Economy 
“ Hallo, where have you been?” 
“T passed the Christmas holidays in 
Bermuda.” 
“ You don’t know anybody there, do 
you?” 
“No; that’s why I went.” 











“Young Blithers has won the prize 
in that short story contest which called 
for stories containing something never 
before heard of.” 

“You don’t say! What did he pro- 
duce?” 

“He wrote a ghost story which did 
not have the sentence ‘how long I 
slept I do not know,’ in it.” 
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conquer the world, considers himself BEACH water is best and most comfortably reached by 
an Alexander, when he is in reality but direct steamers from New York. 


HAVANA 


a smart Alec. * 4 
12-Day $G 9.40 
A PEEP INTO THE FUTURE TAMPA Tour 


Leaving New York Saturday of k, at 1 P.M. Mallory Line, 
KEY WEST zpere have a restful ond ievigooatl 4 vedher Arne, Bred the ‘ahtuee ithe gem- 
Florida Keys and arrive on the fourth day at Key West, the “American 
cn lig —entrance to the‘ Fa —— samme se ne great Naval 
a Stations, 
SAINT tps can be made ito Florence, Cakes ont tis "Oven Sen Rellwayr” to Moma 
‘alm Beac 


PETERSBURG Continuing on same aumen,s another day's voyage ine "a to Tampa—gate- 
way to the famous resorts of the West t. “The Sunshine 
* Belleair, or Pass-a-Grille—noted for year ae Ye Ps nt fishing, etc. 


“rom Tampa by a short il ride to Sanford, th bark on that wonder- 

JACKSONVILLE i pe aulight and Searchlight” trip om the St ye o hime The Amurian 
~ through a wealth of tropical scenery | with glimpses of alligators, birds. 

an que native ts, until you reach Jacksonville 


we 
CHARLESTON & where som you can plan side-trips to gay Atlantic Beach or quaint old 
ugustine 
Returning northward from Jachoonte » te oe Line steamer, a call at 


Charleston reveals much of interest, with ultrie and Sumter of Civil W. . 
AI L fame, the C Charleston Navy Yard, bY Cathedeal ; and the Battery Lglenede with et Ou 
its homes of old southern aristocra: ) 


poo ne nn, wn SP Charleston, brings 
SOUTHERN to New ge ae tengo Laeaiesend ceodher enti in sy van Send 


RESORTS Stop-over allowed at any point out all ab 
Tickets good until May 31 your Oliy 

Other exceptionally attractive tours at very low rates us 
\ CLYDE-MALLORY LINES, Pie: 38: North River et eae 
ff DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES’ Now York 0 buy or 
BOSTON, 192 Washington St. PHILADELPHIA, 701 Chestnut St. NEW YORK, 290 Broadway to do wit 


TY! 


Many a young man starting out to PALM This semi-tropical land of lie skies and blue ‘a 
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—London Opinion. 
Released German barber, who has been in- 
terned for the duration of war, waiting for his 
first English customer 
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Extraordinary Prices on 


These Oliver Typewriters 
HERE’S YOUR CHANCE! 


Must Sell a Thousand Machines Quick 


The great European War makes it impossible to ship typewriters 
to Europe. We have 1,000 No. 5 Oliver machines which we must sell 
quick. And we are determined to dispose of them in this country at 
prices which defy competition. These grand typewriters must be 
sold at once. Here is a great opportunity to secure an Oliver at bed- 
rock prices. You will never have another chance like this, as the 
small number of Olivers at this ridiculously low price will be sold to 
the first thousand readers sending in the coupon. Are you going to 
be one of these fortunate people? Act now if you want a good type- 
writer. Investigate today. 










































Genuine Oliver Typewriter 


Guaranteed a Lifetime 


These machines come to us fresh from the factory. Money will 
not buy greater typewriter value. They have all the wonderful Oliver 
advantages— visible writing, U-shaped type bar, built-in tabulator, 
marginal release, universal keyboard with six extra characters, etc., 

etc. Each full standard size, complete with every accessory and full instructions for operating. 

The Oliver has the lightest touch and greatest durability of any typewriter made. Anyone 
can operate the Oliver successfully. 











We will sell you one on the easiest terms ever known. Better still, we cover every single ma- 
chine with a lifetime guarantee. Other machines are guaranteed for one year. But we have such 
confidence in the No. 5 Oliver that we will guarantee it for life. When you buy an Oliver you buy 
of 

or keeps. ° : 
Half the Price of Other Machines 
Payments Just Like Rent 

These 1,000 machines must go at once. And the price we make is so low that we do not dare al 
even publish it. We can quote this price only in a confidential letter. Ask for it, if you need 
amachine. Don’t wait until they are all gone before investigating. Mail the coupon or a 
post card today. Our price and terms will surely astonish you. 

And remember, that this is a regular $100 machine, with many thousands in use all over the 
world right now. We can always undersell manufacturers, because we have no salesmen with 
their big salaries and expenses. All of our machines go direct to the consumer, and he gets the 

saving. And right now we are going to cut our own low price clear to the bone. Seize this 
opportunity while you may, for we doubt if it ever can be repeated. At the astonish- 





ingly low price we are quoting, these thousand Oliver Type- 
writers will all be disposed of in a very short time. 


Caaatt saa 
Get Our Amazing Price and FREE Trial Offer! 


Send for our offer today. Use the coupon or a post ome. is 
out all about our sensational cut in prices. A few cents a day will buy > 
your Oliver. And we will let you try one free, without sending eX 








usa single cent. Mail the coupon now, whether you're ready < 
to buy ornot. Then you will know whether you can afford es s a ? 
'o do without a standard No. 5 Oliver any longer. $ ~ os 
TYPEWRITERS DISTRIBUTING SYNDICATE ae RS ge’ $ 
1510-24K Wabash Ave., Chicago qa ws < 
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¥ FOR HIM FOR HUBBY 





You Can Get the Ideal 
Fi or 9 Oc Gift for Every Man 


A crystal glass humidor jar containing 
one pound of 'Tuxedo, the mildest, 
most fragrant tobacco. At 
every store where tobacco 
products are sold. 


The spirit of Christmas is the spirit 
of Cheerfulness and Good Will to 
Men—and shat is the ‘Tuxedo spirit. 






hat is why a Christmas Jar of 
Tufedo will win a heartier welcome 
anda /igher appreciation than many 
giffs that cost ten times as much. 


edo gets tothe zvuer man—soothes 
him, cheers him, comforts him and 


fillghim with Good Will to all men— 


and to the giver in particular. 


Last Christmas more Jars of 
Tuxedo were given to men 
throughout the United States 
than any other single trade- 

¥ . 
marked article! 


Because Americans are learning 
to make suitable gifts at Christmas 
time—and learning that Tuxedo is the 
best gift of all for a man. 


Tuxedo is the mildest, pleasantest 
pipe tobacco in the world—made ab- 
solutely non-biting and delightfully 
mellow by the original ““Tuxedo Proc- 
ess’’ that has never been successfully 
imitated. 


Illustration 
About One-Third 


Actual Size 





















THE WILLIAMS PRINTING COMPANY, NEW YOKK 


FOR FATHER 





Tuxedo is sold 
everywhere—but if 
by any chance you 
cannot obtain the 
Christmas Jar of 
Tuxedo at your store, send us your dealer’s 
name and goc, and we will send a jar to 
you or to any address in the United States 
you desire, all charges paid. 









Last Christmas the demand for Tuxedo 
humidor jars was so great that the supply of 
many dealers was exhausted, and thousands of 
people were disappointed. The safe plan is to 
place your order with your dealer mow. He 
will be glad to set your jar aside for you until 
Christmas. 

This Tuxedo Christmas Humidor Jar is beautifully decorated 
with holly, ribbon and Christmas card, and packed in a hand- 90c 


some carton, for sending by mail or messenger; price complete 


TUXEDO IS SOLD IN MANY CONVENIENT SIZES 


In Glass Humidors, 50c and 90c In Curved Pocket Tin, - - Ibe 
In Tin Humidors, 40c and 80c In Moisture-Proof Cloth Pouch, 5 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 111 Fifth Avenue, New York 

















